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The songs in this book are in three keys: Cy F and G.. 16 ptay 
them in these keys you will need three harmonicas tuned to C, F and 
G, respectively. The choice of key in each case has been dictated 
by the vocal range of the piece. For harmonica and guitar duets, 
obviously both instruments will have to be in the same key - however, 
if you are playing harmonica solo, any one harmonica can play all of 
the songs merely by following the numbers (which indicate the holes). 


For two of the songs, Leopard-Skin Pill-Box Hat and Obviously 
Five Believers - which are in G - a C harmonica has been indicated. 


This is known in blues circles as “cross harp". It facilitates the 
playing of the "blue notes”. 


Standard harmonica symbols are used throughout the book: 


1. A number under a note indicates the hole through 
which the breath is to be blown or drawn. 


2. An arrow up 4 indicates blow. 

3. An arrow down ¥ indicates draw. 

4. A circle around a number, e.g. (@ __ indicates 
that the note is to be played a half-tone lower. 
This is accomplished by "forcing" the tone -- 


that is, by blowing or drawing the breath harder 
than when playing the natural note. 


HARMONICA CHART 
Explaining every note in the complete scale for C, F and G Harmonicas 
as mT rT ’ oR } A } les 


K 









F Harmonica F G 
ee 
G Harmonica . : BD: DF 


C Harmonica C D 


| | 
ty 


LOW REGISTER 
‘ or : ‘ 
‘ BASS or ACCOMPANIMENT: ! 


secaeceeresceeew ooo eer aeewe ee es see weer 


FOR MELODY 


EASY GUITAR & HARMONICA EDITION 


bob dylan 
londeonblonde 


Arranged by 
JERRY SILVERMAN 
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? Rainy Day Women *12 & 35 


Words and music by 


BOB DYLAN 
C dim. age 
es 1 32334 Ook 0 2 ee 
Moderate march tempo (in 2 ) 
C / C dim G7 Cf SS 


ee eeoeneirene 
me ee eee eee as eas 


¥en ier SS 





C Harmonica 


** 1, Well, they’ll stone ya when you’re try - in’ to be good, 


They’ll 








stone ya just-a - like they said they would,___________ They’1l stone ya when you’re 


F dim C7 =! / / c / Cdim G7 
a en tein eninineminnthy Pe OR Nk RT le ee eB Se eel Bn Bik ae ae ee 
se ee 
a a oy ee ee ee ee 7. —__o___o___e_e_#e oe +4, 7° hh h6hULCe..——h—ClUWaTE 


© © 6 5 fz 8 Soy 2685 Sgr. File o 6-6 























try’n to go home, 


Then they’1l stone ya when you’re there all a - 








feel so all a- lone, 








* A circle around a number indicates that you draw or blow with increased pressure. This is called ‘‘bending’’ 


and lowers the pitch of the note. 


** Verses 1, 2 and 4 appear in the Bob Dylan Columbia record single 4—43592. 
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| for Repeats 





eo 
re UM ae SS i 
a ae 

ea kl +t 


aa Ev - ’ry - bod -y must get stoned; 2. Well, they’ll 


| Final Endin 
c : / 


C dim G7 C / / 
Rtn Eee i 
7 6 6 6 6 7 7 
Ev - ’ry - bod - y must get stoned. 


2. Well, they’1l stone ya when you’re walkin’ *long the street, 
They’ll stone ya when you’re try’n to keep your seat, 
They’1l stone ya when you’re walkin’ on the floor, 

They’1l stone ya when you’re walkin’ to the door. 
But I would not feel so all alone, 
Ev’rybody must get stoned. 


3.  They’ll stone ya when you’re at the breakfast table, 
They’ll stone ya when you are young and able, 
They’l] stone ya when you’re tryin’ to make a buck, 
They’1l stone ya and then they’ll say, ‘‘Good Luck’’. 
Tell ya what I would not feel so all alone, 

Ev’rybody must get stoned. 


4. Well, they’ll stone you and say that it’s the end.. 
Then they’1] stone you and then they’ll come back again, 
They’ll stone you when you’re riding in your car, 
They’ll stone you when you’re playing your guitar. 
Yes, but I would not feel so all alone, 
Ev’rybody must get stoned. 


9. Well, they’ll stone you when you walk all alone, 
They’1l stone you when you are walking home, 
They’ll stone you and then say you are brave, 
They’1l stone you when you are set down in your grave. 
But I would not feel so all alone, 
Ev’rybody must get stoned. 





: Pledging My Time 


Words and music by 
BOB DYLAN 


G7 Cm7 
+2 600 1 273; 3121 (4) ies 


aa ee 


Slow blues 





C Harmonica | 
1. Well, ear - ly in the Worn 9h es FE SIR at 





night, Eat oe poi - son heat -ache , but I feel al - 





right, I’m Pledg-ing My Time 


to you, Hop-in’ you’ll come through, too. 








2. When the ho - bo jumped —__ 


When the hobo jumped up, 

He came down natur’ lly, 

After my stealing, 

Then he wanted to steal me, 

But I’m Pledging My Time to you, 
Hopin’ you’1l come through, too. 


Won’t you come with me, Baby? 
I’ll take you where you wanna go, 
And if it don’t work out, 

You’ll be the first to know, 

I’m Pledging My Time to you, 
Hopin’ you’1l come through, too. 


Well, the room is so stuffy, 

I can hardly breathe 

Ev’rybody’s gone but me and you 
And I can’t be the last to leave, 
I’m Pledging My Time to you, 
Hopin’ you’1l come through, too. 


Well, they sent for the ambulance, 
And one was sent, 

Somebody got lucky, 

But it was an accident, 

Now I’m Pledging My Time to you, 
Hopin’ you’ll come through, too. 


5 Visions of Johanna 


Words and music by 
BOB DYLAN 


G D 
21000 3 73k 132 


fe ie 


Moderately slow 





G Harmonica 
1. Ain’t it just like the night to play tricks when you’re try-in’ to be so 





ay ee ee And Lou - ise holds a hand-ful of § rain,_— 
/ / ig ae G fiat sin ig SF C / fe 
—_ SS 2 
eee SS SEE EES 
cae ee ee ee eee 





ian SeMipl=in’ you to de= fy i. Lights flick-er from the op-po-site 





loft, In this room 





coun - try mu-sic sta-tion plays 


Bf ff te G 





Just Lou - ise 








ON gn cree And these Vis -ions—— of Jo - han-na 





con - quer my-= mind. 


the heat - pipes just cough, 


soft, But there’s noth-ing, real - ly noth -ing 


and her lov - er, SO 





Ain’t it Saat 


to turn 





. In the empty lot where the ladies play blindman's bluff with the key chain 


And the all-nite girls they whisper of escapades out on the "D" train 
We can hear the night watchman click his flashlight, 
Ask himself if it's him or them who should be insane, 
Louise — she's alright — she's just near, 

She's delicate. She seems like the mirror 

But she just makes it all too concise and too clear 
That Johanna's not here, 

The ghost of electricity 

Howls in the bones of her face 

Where these visions of Johanna 

Have now taken my place, 


. Now, little boy lost, he takes himself so seriously 


He brags of his misery, he likes to live dangerously 
And when bringing her name up 

He speaks of a farewell kiss to me, 

He's sure got a lotta gall to be so useless and all 
Muttering small-talk at the wall while I'm in the hall. 
How can I explain? 

Oh it's so hard to get on 

And these visions of Johanna, 

They kept me up past the dawn, 


. Inside the museums, Infinity goes up on trial 


Voices echo this is what salvation must be like after a while 
But Mona Lisa must-a-had the highway, blues 

You can tell by the way she smiles, 

see the primitive wall-flower freeze 

When the jelly-faced women all sneeze 

Hear the one with the mustache say, Jeeze, 

I can't find my knees, 

Jewels and binoculars hang from the head of the mule 

But these visions of Johanna 

Make it all seem so cruel, 


The peddler now speaks to the countess 
Who's pretending to care for him 

Sayin' name me someone that's not a parasite 
And I'll go out and say a prayer for him, 

But, like Louise always says, 

Ya can't look at much, can ya, man? 

As she herself prepares for him, 

And Madonna, she still has not showed 

We see this empty cage now corrode, 

Where her cape of the stage once had flowed 
The fiddler, he now steps to the road 

He writes ev'rything's been returned which was owed, 


On the back of the fish truck that loads 

While my conscience explodes 

The harmonicas play 

The skeleton keys and the rain 

And these visions of Johanna are now all that remain, 


Stuck inside of Mobile with the . 


Words and music by 


BOB DYLAN 
C Am EF Em G7 
a2 OT 0-2 34:0 Siobk J 023000 3 20-040 
eH fate 
Moderately with a beat 
ew a rs Am fA C ‘fe / 





C Harmonica 


Oh, the rag-man draws cir-cles___ up and down the block, __ 





a ee I’d ase him 2 what the mat -- ter was, 








know that “he  don't—talkk..——. * And _ the la - dies 


treat me 
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Kind = jy, And fur - nish me Wil “1906, cee But 


Am / oe S/F 7 Pa / / Cf 





deep in - side__ my heart I know. L a Gant 68. = 9ape ss 





Oh, na ~ le Ui a can this real - ly be the 


i / c / Em / Am a / 


aE ens teres! 
i a es session a i I a MI a . 
ac a eR ee toed 

I a salah hittin Recueil cecimdeouanconmcion al atiaieanss likens iecccaassaea teichi aah ceeacin GAte ar 





end o. To be stuck in - side of Mo -bile with the 





io 


. Well, Shakespeare, he's in the alley 


With his pointed shoes and his bells 
Speaking to some French girl 

Who says she knows me well 

And I would send a message 

To find out if she's talked 

But the post office has been stolen 
And the mail box is locked, (Chorus) 


. Mona tried to tell me 


To stay away from the train line 

She said that all the railroad men 

Just drink up your blood like wine 

And I said, Oh, I didn't know that, 

But then, again, there's only one I've met 
And he just smoked my eyelids 

And punched my cigarette. (Chorus) 


Grandpa died last week 

And now he's buried in the rocks 
But every one still talks about 

How badly they were shocked 

But me, I expected it to happen 

I knew he'd lost control 

When he built a fire on Main Street 
And shot it full of holes, (Chorus) 


2. Now the senator came down here 


~] 


Showing ev'ryone his gun 
Handing out free tickets 

To the wedding of his son 
And me, I nearly got busted 
And wouldn't it be my luck 
To get caught without a ticket 
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And be discovered beneath a truck. (Chorus) 


Now the preacher looked so baffled 

When I asked him why he dressed 

With twenty pounds of headlines 

Stapled to his chest 

But he cursed me when I proved it to him 


Then I whispered, ''Not even you can hide, * 


You see, you're just like nie 
I hope you're satisfied."". (Chorus) 


. 


Now the rain-man gave me two cures 
Then he said, jump right in 

The one was Texas medicine 

The other was just railroad gin 

And like a fool I mixed them 

And it strangled up my mind 

And now people just get uglier 


And I have no sense of time. ( Chorus) 


8. When Ruthie says come see her 


In her honky-tonk lagoon 


Where I can watch her waltz for free 


"Neath her Panamanian moon 


And I say, Aw, come on, now, 
You must know about my debutante 
And she says, Your debutante just knows what you need 


But I know what you want, 


co 


(Chorus) 


Now the bricks lay on Grand Street 


Where the neon madmen climb 
They all fall there so perfectly 
It all seems so well-timed 


And here I sit so patiently 


Waiting to find out what price you have to pay 
To get out of going thru all these things twice. (Chorus) 


One of Us Must Know 


(Sooner Or Later) Words and music by 
BOB DYLAN 
Am Gm 
ee Seats 2 a aU Ly et 





ne 


Moderately with a beat 
F fy PE Se / Bb / F (oS LI ie 











SU. Res RRR 
tM 
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F Harmonica 
a did=n't Mean Ct reat you so __ bad, 


e#Bb / F fo ef ff iLI TE ® pe ehy Fo 7s / 


ne ee 
a a a 
ase 





You should-n’t take it so per-son-al,__-. _I  did-n’t mean _________ to make you 


Bb/ F Pity fap fens oy F / Cr / Js FP FF 





66a You just hap -pened to be there, that’s all. 





Dm / / / Am / Pp Bn J / / 





When I saw you say ‘‘good-bye’’ to a friend and smile I thought that it was well— 








—_. un -der=stood,.. That you’d be com-in’ back 


ina lit - tle while, —— 
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ec ee ead 
ee ee Latent | Ww 4 Bk ee 
~ = ~ © 


4 4 4 6 3 





I did-n’t know that you were say -in’ ““good-bye’’ for good. 





posed to do, Soon -er or lat - er, one of us must know that 





real-ly did try to get close to you. Close to you. 


€) Coda (after last chorus) ao 
/ 





2. I couldn’t see what you could show me, 3. I couldn’t see when it started snowin’, 
Your scarf had kept your mouth well hid; Your voice was all that I heard; 
I couldn’t see how you could know me, I couldn’t see where we were goin’, 
But you said you knew me and I believed you did. But you said you knew, an’ I took your word. 
When you whispered in my ear. And then you told me later, as I apologized, 
And asked me if I was leavin’ with you or her; That you were just kiddin’ me, 
I didn’t realize just what I did hear, you weren’t really from the farm; 
I didn’t realize how young you were. An’ I told you, as you clawed out my eyes, 
(Chorus) That I never really meant to do you any harm. 


(Chorus) 





. | Want You 


Words and music by 
BOB DYLAN 


G Bm Em D C 
21000 3 ii 4 S fT 02300 0 Gig Mie ESRD 


ee ae ay a 


Moderately bright 





G Harmonica 


1. ine euilt- y un - der -tak-er sighs,— The lone - some or - gan - 
2. (The) drunk-en pol-i - ti -cian leaps—- up - on the street where 
we 
/ / Bice Em #/- -/ / / 758 “of puey 





grind=" er cries, The sil-ver sax-o - phones—— say I should 
moth - ers weep, And the sav-iors who are fast 


a - sleep, they 








re - fuse YOU. 5 semen The cracked bells and 
wait for OATS - sicccmtuacanbc And I wait for them to 





washed - out horns blow in - to my face with scorn,— But it’s 
in - ter - rupt me drink-in’ from my brok-en cup—— and 
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em D/ / / / rccd, Z es finder 








«not that way, I was-n’t born— to lose you. 
ask me to oO “Den “Wyo Tee gate ior you. : 
Chorus 
G Ritee hey fs Bit fg hf ff 






Em ///-f/ f4- Df) / 





Ay ati. SL, ew ened. I Want You, I: -Want You —_ B0°- pad .. 











ar Hon -ey, I Want You. 2. The Now 
l Fine | Interlude 
een Te / a eo fT aia 
e a ai Eee ee ed Gn eee el 





all my fa - thers they’ve gone down, True love they’ve been with -out it, But 


D.S. al Fine 
(3rd and 4th verses) 
Bm / / / ee // Caaf | DT es Sy 





all their daugh-ters put medown,__ ‘Cause I don’t think a - bout it. The 

3. Well, I’ll return to the Queen of Spades 4. Now your dancing child with his Chinese suit 

And talk with my chamber-maid He spoke to me, I took his flute 

She knows that I’m not afraid No, I wasn’t very cute to him 

To look at her Was I? 

She is good to me But I did it because he lied 

And there’s nothing she doesn’t see Because he took you for a ride 

She knows where I’d like to be And because time was on his side 


But it doesn’t matter. (Chorus) And because I... . (Chorus) 


- Leopard-Skin Pill-Box Hat 





! Words and music by 
| BOB DYLAN 
: 
: 
| 


G7 
pines srH1% 320001 


sad & 


Moderate blues tempo 
: G / / / C7 / / / 


& rd 
Ng 
a a we 5 ps 
DUES Sa 


wi 
an Bt 
a eit a a a en re 





{ C Harmonica 


Well, I see you got___ your brand new Leop -ard-skin Pill-box Hat,— 
Bo fale Pe ae / C7 j / / 
a 





ae 2255.8 see----- you~ got = your —— 





must tell me, ba- by, how your head feels un - der some - thin’ like 





I Ee a ee 





that, un-der your brand new Leop-ard-skin Pill-box Hat,_ Well, I Pill -box Hat.— 


bo 


. Well, you look so pretty in it 
Honey, can I jump on it sometime ? 
Yes, 1 just wanna see 
If it's really that expensive kind 
You know it balances on your head 
Just like a mattress balances 
On a bottle of wine 
Your brand-new Leopard-skin Pill-box Hat. 


3. Well, if you wanna see the sun rise 
Honey, I know where 
We'll go out and see it sometime 
We'll both just sit there and stare 
Me with my belt. 
Wrapped around my head 
And you just sittin' there 
In your brand-new Leopard-skin Pill-box Hat. 


4. Well, I asked the doctor if I could see you 
It's bad for your health, he said, 
Yes, I disobeyed his orders 
I came to see you 
But I found him there instead 
You know, I don't mind him cheatin' on me 
But I sure wish he'd take that off his head 
Your brand-new Leopard-skin Pill-box Hat. 


2. Well, I see you got a new boy friend 
You know I never seen him before 
Well I saw him 
Makin" love to you 
You forgot to close the garage door 
You might think he loves you for your money 
But I know what he really loves you for 
It's your brand-new Leopard-siin Pill-box Hat. 


= Just Like a Woman 


Words and music by 


BOB DYLAN 
| J G7 Em Am ba 
| 20001 023000 6 2-3-1-0 .-0-2 0-162 


ea a ea 


| 
) 
Moderately slow, with a beat 

C ee pee & fale ey. F G7 








C Harmonica 
1. No - bod-y feels an-y pain to - night as I _ stand in-side the 


SM ae Sd ee 
Dt cca Re edl eden 
a Se Eg aachiendedonnall riacuaseble ioclininsiea te aiaindadhdaiiapceaal nia deellitiadadl 





rain. Ev -’ry-bod-y knows that ba-by’s got new clothes, But 





late-ly I seeher’ rib-bons andher bows have fall-en from her curls. She 


7 6. -f —-im--sG7 F / é / C / Em ~ G7 





takes Just Like A Wo-man, Yes, she does,— She makes love Just Like A 


F pe ee / Cf Eat F or Sf / 





aa io et 


Wo-man, Yes, she does,__And she aches Just Like A Wo - man, —— But she 
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4 [2 to Interlude , |{ Fine | 
GT { fa RE fo ote ff ay Cs nick J seen ee, SES 





breaks just like a lit-tle BAPE i taba. 2. Queen _ It was — 

Interlude 

E7 / / / i. / fi / 

7 es es 
en a ei en cl ae ee Re ee ga cee en Oe 4 ee ee ee ee — 
Loa S coccreicesiactillnasa-aeaosec aaa ne a Cdk 
““Renuicsnns™ 
(‘).* # go 5 Ae a7 3S © © © 5 © 5 5 


rain - ing—_ from the first___ and I was dy -ing there of thirst so I 





came in here,__________ And your long - time curse hurts, but what’s worse is this 
D.S. al Fine 
(Verse 3) 

F fod fo ap f i / j / / 





pain in  here,__ I can’t stay in here, — Ain’t it clear__ that 


2. Queen Mary, she’s my friend, 
Yes, I believe I’ll go see her again, 
Nobody has to guess that baby can’t be blessed, 
Till she sees finally that she’s like all the rest, 
With her fog, her amphetamine and her pearls. (Chorus) 


3. I just don’t fit, 
Yes, I believe it’s time for us to quit, 
When we meet again, and are introduced by friends 
Please don’t let on that you knew me when 
I was hungry and it was your world. 


Final Chorus: Ah, you fake Just Like A Woman, 
Yes, you do, 
You make love Just Like A Woman, 
Yes, you do, 
Then you ache Just Like A Woman, 
But you break just like a little girl. 


> 


Most Likely You Go Your Way 


2zO 
(And I'll Go Mine) Words and music by 
BOB DYLAN 
Bm G D Em e 
023000 5-2 6 0 


Am G7 
| --}- 94-4. 2--} 21000 3 Gt >4>2 


ty fy gt a) SES HE 


Moderately with a beat 
Am / Z 


but you 





G Harmonica | 
1. You say you love me and you’re think-ing of me, 





wan - na hold me, but you know you’re not that strong. __ 


I just can’t beg you 





And Ill go last._ 





let you pass,— 
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Then, time will tell__. just who fell,__._—«- And who’s been left be - hind, — 
d 2 To next|| Fine 
strain 
f / Ince ot / diwtihhfit PPE [EL / 
+ BE EE EARL LIOR OTR, 


When you go your way and I-— go mine. 
Em / / / AY of / Der 7 (sie A of of 
= oat te 6 eee eS eee 


ee En ee 
Led anriil Deisiaaraih epsilon icinsenieseptscestiliinadiitieneeaatmiilapetiactepmsabacatoiadimeaeeamiiic ttamarpmitie Ione ieaadeeiecadenceaiil basacas ee ecm ce oe a an ee me) ed 





The judge, he holds a grudge,___—C—@ He’: gon -na call on you,— But he’s 
D.C. al Fine 
im . (/ * / / f=. fd / BN Boe 


bad -ly built and he walks on stilts, | Watch out he don’t fall on you. 


2. You say you disturb me 3. You say you’re sorry 





And you don’t deserve me, 

But you know sometimes you lie. 
You say you’re shakin’ 

And you’re always achin’ , 

But you know how hard you try. 
Sometimes it gets so hard to care, 
It can’t be this way everywhere, 
And I’m gonna let you pass, 

Yes, and I’]1l go last. 

Then, time will tell 

Just who fell, 

And who’s been left behind, 
When you go your way 

And I go mine. 


For telling stories that you, 
Know I believe are true. 
You say you got some other 
Kind of lover, 

And yes, I believe you do. 
You say my kisses, 

Are not like his, 

But this time I’m not gonna tell you, 
Why that is, 

I’m just gonna let you pass. 
Yes, and I’1l go last, 

Then time will tell 

Who fell 

And who’s been left behind, 
When you go your way 

And I go mine. 


22 Temporary Like Achilles 


Words and music by 


BOB DYLAN 
G7 Am Em 
ae 1 4-4-.,0-G--4 nt 073.40 0. 2~-3-0-0.0 


ee 


Moderately slow 


C / / / F / Gr / Cf -F—h 


Sg en: ges ee Scat on ete 





C Harmonica 
1. Stand - ing on your win-dow, hon-ey, Yes, I’ve been here be - fore.— — 





Feel-ing so harm-less, ’m_  look-ing at your sec-ond door. 








fit fF / / y / / Psi FF ee 





How come you__ don’t send me no re-gards?_ You 


/ pepe Es OG PLY / p828d) coy M1 | 


Se ee eee lee ie Te ee od 
ee en ene ean a enn a EE ee a eee oe ae 
aR Snaaaaiieienenlideniestadiadind baal tg Ali Maia a EM ane ene Oe a 





know I want your lov-in’?__ © Hon-ey, why are you so  hard?__ 
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[2 To next strain | Fine | 


Gis / fe ff fet te fae I 








hear me walk, But, is your heart made out of _ stone, 
D.C. al Fine 
/ fe pe a ae J / G7 / frig pfs 
= 
li fig ng ie 
CF ef Lia neath nnn iniatll asia ania iianiait Begs Ann All aed Re ae 
a en I nt 


10: 10 —§ 10 37 9 ~S 2S S* 3. eee 





or is it lime, Or < ig <it--juat sol-id rock?__ 


2. Kneeling ’neath your ceiling, 
Yes, I guess I’]l be here for a while. 
I’m tryin’ to read your portrait, 
But I’m helpless like a rich man’s child. 
How come you send someone out to have me barred? 
You know I want your lovin’, 
Honey, why are you so hard? 


3. Well, I lean into your hallway, 
Lean against your velvet door. 
I watch upon your scorpion, 
Who crawls across your circus floor. 
Just what do you think you have to guard? 
You know I want your lovin’, 
Honey, but you’re so hard. 


4. Achilles is in your alley-way, 
He don’t want me here, he does brag. 
He’s pointing to the sky, 
And he’s hungry, like a man in drag. 
How come you get someone like him to be your guard? 
You know I want your lovin’, 
Honey, but you’re so hard. 








- Absolutely Sweet Marie 


Words and music by 
BOB DYLAN 


Am 


ae Z4-d ees oe sieaws a 


Moderately, with a beat 
Cito shog C Pits FP / ES oS PIE IIL VA 


y ree ie enone 
af - —g ——— —— RRR Se Sa 





C Harmonica 
1. Well, your rail- road gate you know I just can’t jump it. Some-times it 


C POX FP SOV ORAL Ff ena re x Co feed rf C Sofi 


eee earn meee re ete el a I a a 
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gets so hard, you see I’m just sit-ing here beat-ing on my _ §trum-pet.— 


Am/// Em / / / (2th SIT Ee af ft fos 





+ 


ice With all these prom-is-es you left for me, 





(2nd Chorus) f 
ac te CJ / i277 / os C pe? Pye i Gis Sof 





night, Sweet Ma-rie?_._. ___—s«2«. Well, I wait-ed for you when I was half sick,— 


a a ee saree | eee re ee a eee ee ae 7 


a 





——_— Yes, I wait -ed for you__ When you hat-ed me, Well, I wait-ed for you_ 
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—  In-side of the fro-zen traf-fic,—_— When you knew_I had some oth-er_place to be,—— 


[to Interlude |{Fine | 
Bef F Bf fe Ff Cf 7-7 Fos ay. fe J 





i Now where are you to - night, Sweet Ma-rie?____ Well, — 


Interlude 


Ab e! / i Sid be aif formal Af fs ab / fsa 


Pn 
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an - y -bod-y can be just like me, ob -vious-ly, But then, nowa - Pain, nis ot 
7 D.S. al Fine 
(3rd chorus) 
/ / / / C : / Gil ff Sa SK 






too man-y can be _ like _ you, for ti = nate “iy ee 


3rd Chorus: Well, six white horses that you did promise 
Were fin'lly delivered down to the penitentiary 
But to live outside the law you must be honest 
I know you always say that you agree 
But where are you tonight, Sweet Marie? 
Interlude: Well, I don't know how it happened 
But the riverboat captain, he knows my fate 
But ev'rybody else, even yourself 
They're just gonna have to wait, 


4th Chorus: Well, I got the fever down in my pockets 
The Persian drunkard, he follows me 
Yes, I can take him to your house, but I can't unlock it 
You see, you forgot to leave me with the key 
Oh, where are you tonight, Sweet Marie? 


oth Chorus: Now I been in jail when all my mail showed 
That a man can't give his address out to bad company 
And now I stand here lookin' at your yellow railroad 
In the ruins of your balcony 
Wond'ring where you are tonight, Sweet Marie. 





san Fourth Time Around 


Words and music by 
BOB DYLAN 


C Em 
4. 2-0 1:0 02434000 
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Moderately, (without dragging) 
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C Harmonica 
1. When she said, Don’t waste______ your words, they’re just lies,_.._ I 


Fy. =f / Cf fo Ba ff OS fe Ff ef f = 8 i 








crieq--S ene” wee ear. Se Ss And she worked on my 


e / / F ph [a / F oF ore 


un - til break-in’ my eyes and say-ing what else you got iit 





Eo dal J eee BIR od perkelpice a beh fed epi, 





It was then that I got up to leave, but she said, Don’t for - 





anes Ev - “ry - bod = y must give some - thing 











2. 


t 
° 


for some - thing they get. 
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I stood there and hummed 

I tapped on her drum, I asked her how come 
And she buttoned her boot 

And straightened her suit 

Then she said, don't be cute. 

So I forced my hands in my pockets 

And felt with my thumbs 

And gallantly handed her 

My very last piece of gum, 


. She threw me outside 


I stood in the dirt where ev'ryone walked 
But when finding out I'd 

Forgotten my shirt 

I went back and knocked 

I waited in the hallway 

As she went to get it 

And I tried to make sense 

Out of that picture 

Of you in your wheelchair 

That leaned up against... 


Her Jamaican rum 

And when she did come 

I asked her for some 

She said, no, dear, 

I said, your words are not clear 
You'd better spit out your gum 

She screamed till her face got so red 
Then she fell on the floor, 

I covered her up and then 

Went and looked thru her drawer, 


. And when I was thru 


I filled up my shoe 

And brought it to you 

And you, you took me in 

You loved me then 

You didn't waste time 

And I, I never took much 

I never asked for your crutch 
Now don't ask for mine, 
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Obviously Five Believers 


Words and music by 
BOB DYLAN 


= ee or aes eS 


eo ee a 


Moderately bright 





C Harmonica 


1. Ear-ly in the morn - in’, 


Ear - ly in the morn - in’, 











cet a I’m call - in’ you tO Sis I’m call - in’ 


/ i AAS Loe de he fos mea Dasa te) ff fs duns 





Yos,..—i could make it with - out you if I 





2, 


4, 


just did - n’t 


Don't let me down 
Don't let me down 

I won't let you down 
I won't let you down 
No I won't 


You know I can if you can, 


But, honey, please don't, 


Your mama's workin' 
Your mama's moanin' 
She's cryin' you know 
She's tryin' you know 
You better go now 


feel _ So. aif @ 


honey, 


Well, I'd tell you what she wants 


But I just don't know how. 


6, Early in the mornin' 
Early in the mornin' 
I'm callin' you to 
I'm callin' you to 
Please come home 
Yes I could make it 
Without you 
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. I got my black dog barkin' 


Black dog barkin' 

Yes it is, now, 

Yes it is 

Outside my yard 

Yes, I could tell you what he means 
If I just didn't have to try so hard, 


Fifteen jugglers 

Fifteen jugglers 

Five believers 

Five believers 

All dressed like men 

Tell your mama not to worry because 
They're just my friends, 


If I just did not feel so all alone, 





z= Sad-Eyed Lady of the Lowlands 


Words and music by 
BOB DYLAN 


C Em F G G7 Dm 
SP 4-9 0.2 3-80 0 4.32 4 -F 2 1 83 42-6 0-01 02? 4:4 


Hi BH] HER HE TER 


Moderately, with expression 


Verse C / Em J F ff 






4 


C Harmonica 


1. With your mer - -cury mouth... in the mis - sion - ar - y 
pock - ets well... pro - tect -<- ed 








times,._. And your eves like SION cee and your 
Let, AN yoer street - car vis - ions which you 











prayers like PAY MGs | oe And your sil - ver 
place on the STOR | ons ea cent. And your flesh like 
Em / Dm j C / / / 








cross,_._ and _ your voice like chimes, Oh, who a - mong them do they 
silk,__. _ and _ your face like vines, Who a - mong them do they 
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With your 


you yy. 


ry 


bu 


could 
could 


think —___ 


car-ry you? 


ink = 


Chorus 





‘ 


4 


Where the sad - eyed 





Dm 


~ lands, 


4 
Low 





The 


Sad -eyed La-dy Of 





comes, 


man 


no 





says that 





pro = phet 





house eyes, my 


ware 





gate, 


by your 


leave them 


Should I 











should I wait? 





2, With your sheets like metal and your belt like lace 


Nee eee 





And your deck of cards missing the jack and the ace 
And your basement clothes and your hollow face 

Who among them can think he could outguess you ? 
With your silhouette when the sunlight dims 

Into your eyes where the moonlight swims 

And your match-book songs and your gypsy hymns 
Who among them would try to impress you? (Chorus) 


The kings of Tyrus with their convict list 

Are waiting in line for their geranium kiss 

And you wouldn't know it would happen like this 

But who among them really wants just to kiss you 

With your childhood’flames on your midnight rug 

And your Spanish manners and your mother's drugs 

And your cowboy mouth and your curfew plugs 

Who among them do you think could resist you? (Chorus) 


Oh, the farmers and the businessmen, they all did decide 
To show you the dead angels that they used to hide 

But why did they pick you to sympathize with their side 
(Oh) how could they ever mistake you 

They wished you'd accepted the blame for the farm 

But with the sea at your feet and the phony false alarm 
And with the child of a hoodlum wrapped up in your arms 
How could they ever, ever persuaded you, (Chorus) 


With your sheet metal memory of cannery row 

And your magazine husband who one day just had to go 

And your gentleness now which you just can't help but show 
Oh who among them do you think would employ you 

Now you stand with your thief, you're on his parole 

With your holy medallion which your fingertips fold 

And your saint-like face and your ghost-like soul 

Oh who among them do you think could destroy you. (Chorus) 
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